Colder than salamanders! like divine
Children in th'oven, fires of Spain and the line,
Whose countries limbecks to our bodies be,
Canst thou for gain bear ? and must every he
Which cries not * Goddess!* to thy mistress, draw
Or eat thy poisonous words ? coinage of straw!
O desperate coward! wilt thou seem bold, and
To thy foes and his, who made thee to stand
Centinel in this world's garrison, thus yield,
And for forbid wars leave th'appointed field ?
Know thy foes: the foul devil (he whom thou
Striv*st to please) for hate, not love, would allow
Thee fain his whole realm to be quit; and as
The world's all parts wither away and pass,
So the world's self, thy other lov'd foe, is
In her decrepit wane, and thou loving this
Dost love a withered and worn strumpet; last.
Flesh (itsdPs death) and joys, which flesh can taste,
Thou lov'st; and thy fair goodly soul, which doth
Give this flesh power to taste joy^ thou dost loath.
Sect true reBgkm, OI where ? Mirreus,
Thinking her unhoused here, and fled from us,
Seeks her at Rome; there, because he doth know
That she was there a thousand years ago.